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LYNCHBURG, VA.

October1,

2,3and4.

Norfolk & Western

WILL SELL ROUND-TRIP TICKETS

AT ONE FARE

FROM ALL STATIONS,

T

vhich wi'l be added One Admission to Exposition Grounds.

TICKETS ON SALE

September 30th, October 1st, 2d, 3d and 4th,
Gaood to Return Until October 5th,

87 crAL Trames WiLL BE RuN OCTOBER 2D AND 3D, 1595,
BRTWERN RADIORD AND LYNCHBURG.

Ecave RADFORD........ ..
EAS" RADFORD....
CHRISTIANSBURG. 7
MONTGUMERY ... . 7
SHAWSVILLE....... 7
ELLISVON coevesenes T

655 & m,

19 8 m,

30 a m.
6 a, m,

HALRM O s 508 a m.
ROANUKE........... 5% &, m.
VINITON, ... .. 8323, m,
BONBA K...... vesrs 539 8. m.

7 00 a. m. |

30 a. m,

{

| Lrave BLUE RIDGE. ...... 5 40 a. m,

MONTVALE......... § 50 &, m.
i THBAXTON .......... 913 a. m.
LBEDFORD........... O 24 a. m,
LOWRY ......0v0000. 9 34 8. m.
GOODR S <Oty 9 40 a. m.
BELLEVUE.... .... 942 a, m.
FOREST.......c00v0. 953 n. m.
Arrive LYNCHBURG ...... 10 15 &, m,

Returning, Train Leaves Lynchburg 5 p. m., Avrive Radford 8:30.

——

Bnaung and Trotting Hﬂ_ﬂ_ﬂﬂ_.

- Bicycle Races.  Baseball.

W& For Tickets and all other information call on nearest

St ton Agent,
W. . BEVILL,

Gen. Passcuger Agent.

M. F. BR4GG,
Trav. Pass. Agent.

WILD FLOWERS.

€, beautifol Llossors, pure sl sweer,
Agleam with dew from the LTy Ways,
Fo me, ot work inu eity sir
You bring fuir vicions of Ls goste diyvs—
Glaad dovs, whon T Lid inaoist of groon
To wateh epring’s delia: - unlalil,
And nll the riches Lol 13
Were daisy silver and buttoresg @oll,

Lt

Iy troe you eome of n lowly raee,
Nursed by the sunshine fidd iy the shoovers,
Aned yoeb you arie Beirs to o namoliss g
Which I fuil to fisd in ooy hethonso flowers,
Aud yon breathe on me with your honeyed

ps,
Til in theught 1 stand o the wimld =waept
fulls,
Where the hrown boes hum o'er the ferny dige,
Or ring falnt peals on the heather Lells,

I elose my eyes on the erowdid strovt,
¥ shut @y eary to the ciiy s r
And am sut in the open with Oying fivi—
Off, off to your tmerald haunts once moroel
But the harsh wheels grate on the stones lie
low,
And a gparrow chirps at the murky pane,
And my bright dreams fade in an overflow
€1f passlopate longing nnd tonder pain.
=¥, Matheson in Clizonibers' Journal

A STATELY OLD MANSION,

The Mome of Sarsh Orne Joewelt, thie Nov-
vlist, at Berwick, Mo

Ywonder if thereis another such honse
in New England as the home of Sarah
Orne Jewett, says a writer in the Boston
Herald, I have secen many stately man
gions that go back tothe days before the
Revoluticn — one in particular whore
General Gage was quartered in old Dian
vers, a town which is linkod by witeh
threads to. Berwick, and one with g
brel roof upon which a good dane aml
ber eronies climbed to be out of reach aof
husbandly anthority whiln they drank
tea forbidden to patriots until the tas

wag reoved—Uhbut I have never seen i |
bving plece at onee 50 modern and so |
1780 or days younger |

reminiseont of
still. In its great rooms filled with old
mahogany und warmed by huge tiled
fireplaces it waould be casy to (orget that

tho gundalows, with theiv high peaked
sails Jike groat birds' wings, do not yot
sail down the viver from the landing
wharves in fleets of tens aml twentios
to Portsmonth, with their Joads of ping
plunks nd boaeds to e exchanged fop
East Indinn v, tabaeeo and moliasses
or for Russian ivon, duck or corduge, or
for such priceless old glass wd silver
amtl ehina as came from unknown ports
and now peep ont wonderingly upon
nincteenth centory enshions and  pic-
tures il bric-i-brae, from theiv deop-
gub enphoirds and shelyves,

“I found these things here,'' Miss
Jawett says, “and I hopoe to leave them
when I gointo the unkmown. ! If one
had one’s cholee of ancestors, it would
bo impossible to pick out better than
those who chose the elaborate cornices,
all carved by hand with iniinite pains,
and the high paneling of the parlors,
and the broad window sills, and the
flowered wall paper, still bright and
fresh, thongh of @ pattern on which Mn-
rio Aotoinette might have set the sonl
of hier approvil when she fitted up the
littlo Trinnon.

Tawdry is derived from St. Andrey,
In the carly middle ages fairs weve held
{in France and England on St. Aundrey's

duy, and  these annual gatherings  he-
| camo uoted for the gaady and wortliless
Jjewelry sold at them.

If the mind, that rales the body, ever
| S0 far forgets itself as to tronple on its
Cshve, the slave s noevor HEeuerons
| envugh to forgive the injury, but will
jrise and smite the oppressor, — Long-
i follow,

A witty Frenehman said, '« mnly deat bz
i8 a0 exeuso for not keeping o dinnes
engagement, fnd even then i polito man,
r wourhd send the undertaker to ppologize
| for him, "

|

SBUMMER SONG. =~

Bing mo o song of the summer time,
Of the fire In the serrel and raby clover,
Where the garrulous Lobolinks 11t and chime,
Over and over.

Bing me o song of the strawberey bont,
OF the Blaek eap hiding the heap of stones,
Of the wilkwesd drowsy with sultry scent
Whure tho beo droned,

Bing: e s song of the spring head still,
OF the dewy fern in the sulitudo,

OF the hermit throsh and the whippoorwill
Inunting the wood.

Bing me o sonwe of the gleaming seytho,
OF the seented 1 tho buried wain,
OFf the mowers stling Lrizht and Llithe
1 the sunuy voin.

Bing moe a some of the guines and the Bngo,
OF the apricot by the orchard wall,
Vhore bonds my love Armitage,
Gathering tho fruit of the windfall.

Bing mo n song of the rustling, slow
HSwiay of the wheat 55 the winds croon,
Of tho golden disk and the dreaming glow
Of tho harvest moon.
—Duncan Campbell Scott in Beribner's.

A HOLIDAY TRAGEDY.

All my lifo I have been—well, not
exactly & woman hater, but a firm be-
liever in the idea thatman is the lord of
creation, and that woman is not an ab-
soluto necessity. For many yeats it wis
my prond hoast that I was able to dis-
pense with fominine aid and yet live n
very enjoyablo life, as, with clockwork
regularity, I went from iy bachelor
lodgings to business cach morning, re-
turning in the afternoon and spending
the evening at the elub or some place
of amuscment. The idea of having o
ldy eompanion in my rambles nover
entered my hoead,

True, my landlady—good old soul—
prepared  my meals and  cleancd my
rooms, but that was beeanso I had not
timo to do it myself, wnd a manseryvant
was beyond my menns. But in all elso T
disponsed  with woman’s aid.  Boot
cleaning, sowing buttons on, lighting
the fire, ete., were all dona with my
own hauds—nay, at a pineh I have even
wished o pocket handkerchief,

I desired to stand forth as a living
example of the original Adam and o
proof of the superfluity of the modorn
Lve. But my misguided companions re-
fused to profit by my teachings or to fol-
Iow my example. One by ono they foll
under female influence, one by onoe they
married, and then—I ent them dead.
Al, me, thoso free bohemian days wero
.'llil.{l[\_'.‘ onos, as year nfter year I pursucd
wy adopted conrse in spite of the con-
tinual falling off of my connrades. Then
eamo a time when my eirele of aequaint-
anees had deeronsed so eonsiderably that
I began to feel lonely,  Bachelor chums
were more diflienlt to find than ever.
Tolomeliness suceerded melancholy, and
I greaw miserable and pessimistic.

One fricwd, t0 whom I laid bare my
wioes, sidd :

“You keep to yonrself too much.
What you onght to do is to lodge with
some fumily where there are two or
three grown np danghters. They would
witke you up o bir."

This, to mo, the hitherto ideal advo-
eaty of an Eveless Eden! And yot,
after the advice hud been tendered sev-
eral times, I began to think that sneh
a change might be beneficinl,  Soch a
conrso necd not invelve the rendoring
up of my tencts; but, as woman still
formed a part of the world, she might
at least contribute to my amusement.
S0, after very serions consideration, I
deecided to seek fresh apartments, with
light socioty thrown in.

Now my tronbles commenced. I
could not make the direct inquiry,
“Have yon any grown up danghters, '’
S0 I penerally viowed the rooms, liston-
ing to the landlady’s verbinge, settled
the vent, amd then casually  asked,
“Have you any children?’ and the re-
ply would bo: “*Yes, ‘four,' ‘five,” or
sin' U (os the ense might be): “the
eldest 15 10 years old and the vonngest
two nzenths.  But they are a5 good as
gold and naver make a bit of nofse. "

The nuwmberless journers I anade and
the nany desnltory conversations I lis-
toned to were all 1o no parpose. No one
appeared to possess grown up danghters
—itble aldest was always 10, Just when
L was about to abandon my search, for-
tune—or was it fate’—led me to Myrtle
Villa, Paradise gardens, Upper Duol-
wich, The door was opened by a vision
of loveliness, fanltlessly  dressed, and
with bright Blue eyves and goldon hair,
U Newly martied,” thought I, Well,
hero at least the eldest won'e o tent'?
she dnvited me in, and  then (disap-
prared, o middle aged  Jady entering
divectly after.  We procecded to disenss
terms. Then eame the inevitable in-
(uiry as to childeon,

“1have two grown unp danghters, the
younger of whom opened the door to
you '’

At Inst! Need I suy that, within o
week, Twas installed in Myrtle Villa?
The landludy, a widow, was n genial,

homely  woman, and  the  youngest
danghter, Annic, aged 25, T have al-

ready described, bnt the other daughter,
Juli, did not impress me faverably.
She was neither good looking nor pleas-
ing, und, withont being exnctly bad
tempered, always insisted upon having
her own way.

I now seemed to be 1 a new world.
My boots bore a brillinnt  Juster each
maorning without my aid, and any slip-
pervs were Laid roudy forane in the even-
gz, aned s for Tending mie o needle and
cottan—tho idea '—if Twonld only leave
them ontsude, they wonld unly b too
Iappy.

Lo Tosgzer needed 1o seok relaxation
ab the club attor the lnbhors of  the day.
Jdulin played the plano well, her only
aceomplislunent, while Annie sang di-
vinely, and thus the evenings passod all
toa quickly.  Male sequaintances they
didd noi seem o possess. Yot stay, thero
wis one—a Mr. Maleohn, whose name I
froquent by heard  mentioned, but as his
ealls were alwiays made in the daytime
I neyer saw him. 1 had rapidly passed
it that condition of mind which raised
a feeling of jealonsy on his acconnt, so
onediy T ogquestioned my  landlady on
the sulyject,

SO, he's aovery old friend of ours.
{ Onee wa thonght ho wonld have pro-
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posed to Julin, but nothing came of it.*

So time went plensancly on, and then
—how can 1 confess it?—my lifolong
ereed was thrown to tho winds, my
proud ambition humbled in tho dust,
and I becamo i willing slavo to the sox
I had 8o long despised and ignored. My
only thought now was how and in what
words I shoulid beseech my darling An-
nio to beeome iy wife, Timoeaftor time
Iwas on tho point of sponking, but Julin
always turned up at the critical mo-
mant,

One evening  Julis announced  that o
week thence sho hud an ongagement to
play nt a concert.  Then burst upon me
o brillinnt inspivation. I purchosed two
stall tickets for the Lycoum for that
snme evening and making protenso that
I had had them given tome I persunded
Annio to promiso (0 accompany me.
This time Julias would not boablo to in-
trude, and Ishould know wmy fute.  In
two months’ timo I shonld be taking my
sunnner holiday, which wounld fit in just
nicely for the honeymoon.

On the eventful day I hastoned home-
ward with a queer fluttering in my
heart and a flower spray for Annioe in
wy hat. Julin opened the door, and
hardly permitted mo to entor beforo she
informed mo that Annio had been out
in the hot sun and had been obliged to
g0 to bed with a very bad sick head-
ache, My fluttering heart pave one huago
bound and then seemed to stand still
However, to disgoise my feolings, 1
suid :

“Lam sorry, and you have to play at
tho conceres”’ -

“No, ' oshe replied, *“the coneert hns
been postponed, "

HThen may L beg the pleasuro of your
compitnyz  Idid not ask you before be-
cauze of the concert engigenont, '’
H“Thanks! I shall enjoy it immense-
It

What a miserable failure that oven-
ing proved to be! I dounot even know
whit the play was called. I was think-
ing all the time of my poor, sick dar-
ling, and not of the acting or the wom-
un who sat by my sido wearing the
flower spray that was meant for Apnie.

The words wero still unspoken when
my holidays arrived, and tearing my-
gelf anway from the two sisters who
stoord at the gate and waved their hand-
kevehiofs as long as [remained in sight
1t waswith no feelings of joyful antici-
pation that I betnok myself to Hastings
for rest and reereation.

Rest!  Where conld I find it? Not
on the parade or pier amid hundreds
of couples promenading, as T hd pic-
turcd Aunie mud myself doing: not on
the heach, where the Ethiopian musi-
cians weroe oternally playing  “*Annio
Lawrie, " Bweet Annie Rooney, ™ and
“Annic, Dear, I'm Called Away. ' For
4 whole wieek I wandered aimlessly
hither andd thither,  Then T ecould stand
it no longer,  So L wrote o long letter
commencing **Darling,” and pouring
out the impassioned, pent up  love that
comes but onee in o man's lifetime, I
besought  and  besecched lier to take
pity upon e, or my lifeless body shonld
sarga in the billows that beat relent-
lessly on the rocks of Deachy head.

When T had fGuished, T happened to
cateh sight of o photograph which I had
purchased the provious duy, represent-
ing one of the yachts preparing to start
on her morning trip, with my own fig-
ure in i prominent position in the bow.
YAL T thonght I, 'l send that to
Julia, "

If it were possible I had now less rest
than before, night or day, while wait-
ing for thoanswer. Rising in the gorn-
ing with haggurd looks and burning
brow, the other bonrders would romark
that the sea aiv did not seem to agree
with me, while under the mask of ns-
sumed indiffercace there raged  within
me the fiereest voleano that ever barned
in the heart of man.

At List the roply came, and, hounding
up to the priviey of my own room, with
trembling fingers I otove open the en-
velope which hid  from ame—life or
death

“Deavest, 1 am yours forever. I can-
Lot say your proposul was unexpacted,
for I have felt that yon conld mean
nothing less ever sinee that evening
when you so apenly expressed your prof-
erenco by taking me to the theater'' —

What, whew, where! I looked at the
sigunture, “Jdulin.’® Oh, heavens, I saw
it all! T had placed thom in the wrong
envelopes d sent tho letter to Julin
and the photograph 1o Annie! How I
raged and fumed and tore my hair, un-
til at last, in sheer exhanstion, T sank
into o chair and endeavored to finish
roeiding the lettor.

“Annie thanks you very much for the
photo, and sho desives me to tell yon
that yesterday Mr. Maleohn proposed to
her and was aeeepted. Weo will have
thoe two weddings on the sone day.
Won't that be nice, dear?'*

Nice! This was the Iast straw, Nice
indoed for me to be married to o wom-
an I did not eare for, and at tho same
timo to seo the one 1 loved given to an-
other mun. I ennnot remmnber what 1
did for the next honr or two beyond
cursing my foolishness and swearing I
wonldn’t marry Julin. Then, when 1
became enlmer, I saw an action for
breach of promise looming. I thonght
of all my hovd earned savings of years
being swept away by a sympathetic jury
to heal Julia's broken heart. There was
no eseape for me.  She had my lotter,
which simply commenced **Darling, '’
and a8 no nvame was mentioned in it
from beginning 1o end was it possible
thut any bady of intelligent men could
bo brought to believe that I intended it
for Annie when I addressed tho envel-
ope toJulia? No, no! I must go through
with it. T wonld marey Julin. Yes, and
I wonld teneh her that man is the lord
of ereation, and  that woman is hut o
helpmate and not an egual, and so, in
my marvied life, trinmphantly assert
those principles which [ had held so
long.

* * = * - L3

Julins marricd mo at the sume time
and place as Annie becime Mrs. Mal-
colm. I now spend my ovenings endeav-
oring to solve a difiienlt problem, and
that i, Why do they call woman the
wonker gex¥=London Tit-Bits,

1895
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A MAN OF RESOURCES.

This Dentist Was Willing to Accommo-
date Iis Fatron,

The dentist didn't want to talk shop,
ha zaid, but ho thought the story worth
telling, so he told it.  *'Not long ago,”’
ho suaid, “‘aowestern railroad president
camo to New York, and one evening
wus invited to dine with some of lis
friends here. The dinner was n particn-
larly jolly affair, and when the western
man reached his hotel he was in o mer-
ry mood. It was his enstom to plico his
set of false tecth under the pillow every
night just before going to bed, and ho
wis certiin ho hid done so on this par-
ticular evenine.  Nevertheless in the
morning  he was unable to fiml them.
Searching high and low in the room
wits of no avail, apd finally he cano to
mo for a new set,

Y How long will it take you to make
them?' ho asked, I told him fonre or five
days.  ‘'Can’t listen to anything like
that,' he replied,  “1'11 give yoa triple
money to make them in 24 honrs, ' You
see pooplo from  Chieago think that
money laughs at everything, even time.

“All my arguing with the old follow
did no good, so I set to work on his
“teeth. In the meantime, however, T told
my assistant to hasten around to the old
man’s hotel and make aseientific search
of his room.  The westerner insisted
that he had dronk no more wine than
usuil at the dinner, bt I was satisfied
that he was deceiving himself. I had
not been Jongr ot the preliminary mens-
urements when my assistant called e
ont and handed me the teeth.  Ho liad
fouud them in the pillowease, whero
the owner had pat them instead of wn-
der the pillow.

I rveturned the teeth and tho railrond
mian was #o overjoyed that be did not
vancel the order, but told mo to g0
ahead with tho teeth. They might comoe
in handy somo time, he spid.  Ho even
unbent so far ns to admit that perhaps,
after all, he had drunk o glass of wine
too much the night before, and when T
sent him my bill I received a cheek for
donble the nmonnt from him. "—New
York Tribune

THE BARBER'S REVENGE,

A Tale of n Talkatlve Tonwsorinl Artist
and His Graff Customor.

Ad he threw himself back into the
cmbrace of the cunshioned chair of a
Union  sqnare barber shop ho scowled
fiercely at the barber and buried his
faco in the newspaper.  But the burber
didn’t mind the ugly opening. He
leaned over, garroted tho tonsorinl pa-
tient with o towel and painted his fuce
with lather.  When he had flipflapped
i razor onee or twico along the stron he
began mildly:

“Nico day, sir."”

“Oh, isit?" answered the other,

The barber looked startled, but he
tricd ngain.

“Paper snys we're going to have nico
weather now, ™

“Thanks,!" was tho answer, **I know
how to read myself,

At this rebuff the barber kept si-
lence. But he shaved against the prain,
twenked the other's nose and  danbed
soup into the corner of his mouth, Tho
gruff man  swore softly, the barler
smiled, and as a final act of violeneo
grabhed the other by the top of the sealp
and twisted his head until the cervienl
vortebrie ecrenkod again.

“Bay, ' eried the graff aman, ““my
head ain't no ronletto wheel.

But still the burber shaved an in si-
lenee.  Ho shaved and shaved, seraping
the skin #o elose that it showed ragged
under the blade. Then, leaning over, ho
grabbed o handful of raw and tendey
skin and rolled it between his fingers
until tho other groaned alond. As the
tear drops stole down  the searified faco
the barber administered the final tannt:

Do you shave yourself, gir?"

N0, roaved the groff man, leaping
up in the chair, *“I shave my grand-
mother and sister's nicces, "’

Then he buried his faco in the paper
and the barber smiled and smiled and
smiled, whilo ho rubbed alum into the
gore spots on the vietim's chin -

e )
Water Wheels.

The point is made by a writer in one
of the mechanical jonrnals that the
grentest obstacle pow  encountered in
the suceessful operation of water wheels
is, from an cconomieal aspect, the too
often entire absenco of engincering skill
in utilizing the power, and that many n
water power wonld dovelop greater efi-
cieney were it properly controlled and
had the turbine been selected because of
its aduptability to the conditions and
been properly set,  On their introduoe-
tion, ho romarks, torbines were used
singly, but now they are used cither
singly orin sets of two or three or more,
a8 expedicnt, and in batteries of sets;
by the use, wo, of iron or sieel pen-
stocks and foed pipes the expensoe of in-
stulling has been largely redueed and
far greater cconomy in the use of water
seenrved 3 the growing demand for largoe
units of power has also been satisfied,
#0 that whereas o few years hack o 600
} harsopower turbine was almost unheard
dof, talgnes of 5,000 hovsepower are
now cmployed.
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Taka nsmall quantity of Zottolens and a little aream : warm In {ry-

Brosk ¢ eggu in (% and stiz until slightly cooked. Serre hot,

Use not more than two-thirds as much Cottolene as you would
butter and be sure that you do not overheat it before dropping
in theeggs. This is always essential in cooking with Cottolene.
(Iasuint {“nlxrtono in nold sverywhore ju tios with trade marks—" Csitelens’

ad in eofton-plint re

THE N, . FAIRBANK COMPANY,

D000V CICREDNIICOCIVRGTRRLVODHETIODTVSOLOOEDD

ettt St sem—————a—— i ———

ath—on every tin.  Made only by

ST. LOULS amil CHICAGO,

‘A DELAYED BRIDE.
She Woualdn's Bo Wedded Till the Oondl-
tlonsn Were All Right,

The company waited, but tho bride
was not ready. A bridesmaid was sent
to notify her that George Edward was
in the oriel room and the baud under
the stairs waiting to strike up tho firss
straing of the wedding murch.

“I dor't eare,” she pouted ns she
threw herself disconsolutely on o divan,
to tho great duanger of her veil: “1'm
not going to bo unlneky all my life if I
i help it.  Dear, dear, why didn't I
remeisber it sooner,

“Remember what, dear?™ inqguired
tho perplexed bridesmaid.

“Why, that everything I have ou is
new. 1 did remember that if

Haarried in white,
You hinve chosen all right,
but I forgot the other:
“Somothing old and something now,
Or your choivo you'll surely roc.
Every stitch I have on is new, and I
just will not stir a step nntil I have
something old added to my dress, '

“Tako my handkerehief,” suggested
onoe of the girls.

“What conld I do with it?"! whined
the poor thing. “Brides don’t bhave
pockots; neither do they earry handler-
chiefs in their hands. It would loolk as
if I expeeted to ery. "

I have o happy thought,' snid the
bridesmaid. *‘Exchangoe shoes with me. "'

“They won't fit. My feet aro two
sizes smaller than yonrs, "'

“Thanks, awfolly, Haven't yon a
pair of your own Cinderellas?"

“Yes, I have," said the bride, jump-
ing up in a harey, *“Your head is lovel,
dear.  Look in the pink box in tho chif-
fonier, or in the blue one. Oh, they
waon’t do, they're so awfully soiled !

“Get me some bread ernmbs and o
box of powder,'" said a practical soul in
the party. “*Quick! I'll huve them white
in o jiffy. "

“*You'ro just dear,’’ suid the grateful
bride. “*Now I shall feel that I am
properly married, and that everything
has been donesto insure my future hap-
piness. Just ono thing more for luch:

“Huartly n shon
Alter me—do."

When the bride deseended the stairs
leaning on the arm of George Edward,
tho sweet sorenity of her face was a
subjeet of faverable comment. Her
fricnds folet that she was not entering
unprepared upon the fature awaiting
her, and she felt that way herself, —De-
troit Free Pross.

A DOCTOR'S YARN.

It In of Two Selers Who IKilled Their
Grandfather (o Ease Iis Paln,

This is n bit of a trno story a physi-
cian told me the other day, and it struck
me as heing thoe text for a fascinating
story of the Sherlock Holmes sort,  We
were talking of the adyisability of pnt-
ting hopelessly ill persons ont of their
misery a8 goon as poss,ble, D, 1. didn't
believe in it

T was asked to do it once, " Lo gaid.
“Two gisters asked meo to kill their
grandfather, whom I was attending.
He was old and conld not recover. They
seemidd simply to pity his pnin. 1 re-
fused. Next morning when T ealled the
man was dead.  The norse told moe the
sisters had seut her out on an ervand.
When she roturned the windows of the
sick room were open.  There was a
strong odor of chloroform in the room
and the man was dead. "'

“And what did yon do?’ syas asled.

“Nothing. The elder sister is now
nnder the caro of a specialist in nervous
disenses. She cannot sleep. She will not
allow herself tobe alone 8 moment, and
she keeps the gas burning in her room
all night. I think sho will end ina
misdlhouge, "

Isn't that n priecless hit for somoe an-
thor's notebook 7—Washington Post.

Cruelty.

*“Oh, dear,’" sobbed Mrs. Hunni-
mune, ‘I knew it wonld come to this,
but I didn't expect it 8o soon. '

“‘Has your husband been mistrenting
you?'' asked her visitor solemnly.

““Y-yed,"" she sobbed. ‘‘He snys I
want my own way all the time."’

‘*And won't he let yon have it?"’

*“That’s the worst of it. He says that
he doesn't care if I have my own
w-way all the time, b-but that I won’t
make up my mind wh-what it ig ''—-
Washington Star.

A Culinory Earthqoake,

Naturally many stories are rolated of
the earthquake.

“T was frying eggs for an early bronk-
fast,'" said cne housewife, “‘and one
side had cooked nicely, when the earth-
quake came along aud jost turned (hose
cggs over too nice for anything., And
just at tho right timo too."'—Philadel-
phia Call,

Where the Shoe Plnched.

*“Ah, if T conld sail through life with
yom, dear one, by my side, like yonder
yacht breasting the brino as sho heels
to tho''—

“But that's juet the tronble, Augns-
tue. You aren't well enongh heeled,

! papa suys Me—New Tork Recordor,




